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Summary: Jake and Bella haven't talked or seen each other in years. 
Both are mature adults with their own lives. Both running into 
surprises about their perspective of the past. This is a strong Bella 
and Jake pairing. 


1 . Chapter 1 

"00000 we're halfway there, oooo livin on a prayer, take my hand and 
we'll make it, I swear ... oooooo livin on a prayer..." 

I rolled my eyes at hearing those lyrics fill the speakers full 
blast. That song will be on instant replay for the next 2 days.. Just 
great. I'm not an 80 's girl but my dad, totally is. Oh God! I could 
hear him singing along. So embarrassing! 

It was Thursday night. I was prompt on my usual spot in the garage. 
Doing homework and attempting to ignore my Dad's attempt at singing. 
While keeping an eye on the entrance. No one else was here, except 
for the 2 of us. Everyone left by 5:00 pm. Dad and I usually closed 
up . 

It was breezy tonight, the usual cloudy weather. I inhaled the fresh 
air... that never gets old. It was soothing and calm... Just Home! 

It was near closing time and I had to restock the restroom and make 
sure coffee was ready for early morning opening. I checked out the 
lobby, thankfully was decent, with minimal people walking through it. 
I could hear the next song as the back lobby door entrance from the 
garage was closing, "And I'm gonna keep on loving you. Cause it's the 
only thing I wanna do . . . I don't wanna sleep, I just want to keep on 
loving you . " 

"Oh My God!" I yelled! That damn station. Ever since I introduced Dad 
to Pandora, and taught him how to make his own stations, he's been 
driving me crazy! Thankfully the small entrance area had classical 
music playing. Dad wanted to make sure it was easy music for the 
customers but the guys were allowed to play whatever in the garage as 



long as none of the customers were back there. And it was a rule if 
any of us "kids" were in the garage, nothing vulgar and sexy was 
allowed . 


Dad didn't even allow the standard bikini calendars or posters to be 
hung up in the garage. The garage is completely family owned. My Dad 
and Uncles were the only mechanics. Again, a complete family 
business . 

While in the lobby, I decided to check the coffee and water area. 
Which consistent of a cabinet with a blue table cloth draped over it. 
Coffee pot. Mini table top water cooler, disposal cups, cream and 
sugar packets. And a small little flower arrangements. That was my 
idea, just a little something to throw color into the room. In the 
cabinet had the refill for the coffee supplies. I was pulling out the 
trays to replace what was on top when I heard the chime of the door. 

I looked at the clock above the coffee pot, 5:45pm. I frowned that 
was odd to have someone pick up so late. Dad didn't mention 
anything . 

I quickly tucked the tray under the cabinet to make sure everything 
was straight and in order before I turned completely around to greet 
the customer. 

She was a bit on the fancy side. White Leather jacket, a leather 
white purse to match, black stilettos and some pretty cool sun 
glasses. Why would anyone wear sunglasses in La Push? 

I smiled and said, "Welcome to Black's Automotive, may I help 
you? " 

She stood still, only a few steps from the door and looked completely 
out of place. She cleared her throat, "Hi", and then smiled. She 
seemed frozen in place. 

That's odd. Did she think this place was that dirty, I know I just 
did a cleaning yesterday. 

I walked to the receptionist desk and stood behind it. "Ummm, are you 
picking up?" 

She didn't move. 

"Uh, no." 

I frowned. What the hell am I supposed to do? "Are you here for an 
estimate?" I asked. 

"Oh uh, yeah, I would like to inquire of an estimate." She shifted 
her weight from one foot to the other and then moved her bag from one 
arm to now both hands holding the bag in front of her. 

Great. Estimates could take anywhere from 10 minutes to an hour. I 
still had to finish my homework, cook dinner and clean the house. I 
gave a nod and somewhat smile. Maybe I could get her to come back. 

I shifted closer to click on the computer, and focus on the screen, 
pretending to check something out. I honestly was checking Pandora to 
see which song was playing out in the garage, I nodded my head as if 
I figured something out. 



I looked back at her, "Would you be able to come back tomorrow after 
10am?" Please say yes I chanted in my head. 


She looked down and then to the clock, which read 5:50pm. She looked 
back at me and said, "It's near closing time, isn't it?" 

I pulled my bottom and top lips into my mouth and nodded yes. Please 
agree to tomorrow, I chanted in my head. 

She pulled her purse up, digging through it, and pulled out a phone. 
Checking it and then looked up, "Do you have a 11:30 available?" 

I looked back at the computer, and almost died laughing, "Pour some 
sugar on me" was playing in the garage. I had to crack a smile. My 
dad hated that song. My uncles, played a trick on him with said song 
and I always associated that memory with this song. 

I turned to look at her and said, "Yes, that time slot is available. 
Could I get your name, number and what the estimate is for? 

She finally moved from her spot towards the desk. Placed her purse on 
top of the counter and pulled her sunglasses to sit on top of her 
head. She was pretty for a fancy lady. Most usually packed on the 
make up but she looked like she wasn't wearing any. 

She gave me her number and said she wasn't sure what was wrong with 
her car, which was also fancy. Oh God, suddenly that song came to 
mine, "Oh you're fancy huh, oh you're fancy, nails done, hair done, 
oh you fancy huh?" I kinda smirked, it's like my brain was my own 
personal jukebox. I was writing what she was saying and then asked 
who referred her, when I didn't her a response. I looked up at her 
and she was starring off to something above my head. I looked behind 
me to match what she was looking at. We had only one family picture 
in the lobby, the others were paintings we found at garage sales. The 
picture was of the whole family, the day we open. 

I cleared my throat, "Ma'am?" 

"Urn, I uh, I know the owner." She stuttered. Then shifted her gaze to 
me . 

I cocked my head to the side, "You know my dad?" I asked. 

Her eyes grew huge and mouth dropped a little. "You're Jake's 
daughter? " 

I frowned, duh, everyone knew that. I nodded and smiled, "Yes, I am. 
My name is Isabel." I placed my hand out to shake hers. 

She looked at my hand and then took it to shake. Her hands were a bit 
cold but it was a chilly day. She gave me a soft and genuine smile, 
that reached her eyes, "It's really nice to meet you, my name is 
Bella Swan . " 


2 . Chapter 2 

Disclaimer: Twilight characters belong to the Author, Stephanie 
Meyer . 
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Chapter 2 

The next morning, Isabel had overslept attempting to get to school on 
time. Isabel wiggled into her jeans, tied her sneakers and made one 
final look in the mirror before grabbing her backpack. 

Once she opened the door her senses were engulfed with she a 
delicious smell, the scent strengthen as she walked closer to the 
kitchen . 

"Dad?" He cooked? He never cooked unless it was out of comfort. 

A memory popped in her head; When she was 10 years old, a group of 
her so called friends "forgot" to invite her to a slumber party. She 
only found out about it because her best friend, Cece, called to see 
why she was so late. After both girls chatted for a few more minutes, 
it became clear Isabel wasn't invited on purpose. 

Isabel was heart broken that she was left out. After she hung up with 
Cece, she ran to her room, buried her self under her blanket and 
pillows and cried for what felt like forever. An hour later she had a 
knock at her bedroom door and it was her best friend, 

Cece . 

Apparently, Cece called her mom, and told her what happened and asked 
if she could spend the night at Isabel's instead. Cece ' s mom, called 
Isabel's Dad and of course, he had no clue any of this was going on 
and agreed it was a good idea for Cece to spend the night. It was 
actually their first sleep over. Cece ' s parents had been apprehensive 
to let her spend the night with Isabel, since Jake was the only 
parent. As time wore on they realized he was a good Father and would 
take good care of their only daughter. 

Especially, when Jake offered for his sister, Rachel, to come and 
spend the night. Apparently having an adult female present really 
helped . 

Aunt Rachel came to the rescue! When Jake called her and asked if she 
could do this favor for him. Rachel jumped at the chance to be 
involved. She told Jake it was no favor at all and rushed over with 
all kinds of stuff to help make a sleep over great. 

The girls stayed up watching movies, while Jake finished up in the 
garage downstairs. He ordered a pizza for them and sent one of the 
guys to get ice cream and whatever toppings for the girls. Thanks to 
Rachel, the girls really had tons of fun. She stayed up with them 
watching movies, doing facials and painting their finger and toe 
nails . 

The next morning when Isabel and Cece got up; They found Jacob in the 
kitchen making pancakes. He even had sprinkles for them to add with 
whipped cream. It truly was a comfort to know her Dad went to so much 



trouble to show her some love. 


The memory faded as Isabel stepped into the kitchen. She found her 
Dad sitting at the small wooden table with a mug of coffee in his 
hands. Steam rising from the mug, while Jacob inhaled the scent. 

He looked stressed and serious. He gave a side smile that didn't 
reach his eyes. The bags under his eyes were visible. A clear 
indicator, that he did not sleep. 

She also heard her Aunt huff at the smoke alarm going off. Rachel was 
standing over the sink to pull the window up to air out the smoke. 

The burnt smell reached Isabel's nose. 

Ugh! That smell always bothered her stomach. 

"Morning Baby Girl." Jacob's voice was thick with exhaustion, he 
motioned for her to have a seat. 

"I can't Dad, I have to get to school. I'm already behind 
schedule . " 

Jake frowned and looked at his wrist watch. She didn't need to be 
there till 8 o'clock. 

"It's 10 after, it only takes 15 minutes. You have time to eat." He 
look towards Rachel. Who began plating the food for all 3 of 
them . 

Isabel was already shaking her head, "No, I have to be early because 
there's a new student today. I have to be there to greet him or her, 
and to walk them through their schedule. I'm like the tour 
guide . " 

"Well, you can eat while your Dad drives." Rachel already had her 
plate ready in hand and drink in a to-go cup. 

Jacob stood up and stretched out his arms and legs. He could really 
feel the weight of his body. He let out a long yawn and said, "Come 
on Baby Girl, let's head out before I get comfortable. My stomach is 
already protesting." He walked over to his plate and picked up 3 
pancakes. He stuffed it all in his mouth and drained the remains of 
his coffee. 

"Seriously Jake, you couldn't even use a fork? That's not going to 
sustain you to lunch!" Rachel gave him that 'mom' tone. Even stood 
with her hands on her hips in protest of him stuff his face. 

Jacob shrugged and said he'd be back to eat. He planned to check into 
the garage a little later since Paul was already at the there. 

As they were driving, Isabel noticed how her Dad was quieter than 
normal. He usually teased her about what she was wearing or asked 
about Cece and whatever school stuff they talked about the day 
before . 

She glanced over at him and figured he was just tired since he was 
basically hugging the door as he drove. 

Isabel swallowed her drink before speaking, "So, Dad are you okay 



this morning, you seem stressed?" 


Jacob shifted his body weight to sit straight before clearing his 
throat, "Umm not more than normal. Just along weekend a head of us. 
That's all." He looked over at her and said, "How about you Baby 
Girl, You sleep alright?" 

Isabel whipped her mouth with her napkin, "I had to cram for that 
"pop quiz" were taking today." She held up her hands to make the 
quotations . 

Jacob frowned and said, "How do you know it's a pop quiz?" 

Without thinking she answered, "Oh, because Cece was in the back of 
the media room when she over-heard Mr. Medina speaking with another 
teacher about it. So we both have been studying since Wednesday." She 
swallowed the last of her pancakes. Sending silent thank you ' s to her 
Aunt . 

"How did Mr. Medina not spot Cece?" Jacob wondered. 

Isabel was still thinking of how satisfying those pancakes her, 
gulped down the last of her drink. "The Media room is next to the 
teachers lounge. I guess he was standing at the copy machine, which 
is up against the back wall. Plus, this was the last hour, the media 
room is closed. He probably assumed no one was there." 

"Wait a second, what was Cece doing? I thought you both had the same 
class at the end of the day?" Jacob was easing up on the gas to slow 
down since they were at a stop sign and he could turn his whole body 
to face her. 

Crap, Isabel thought. "Uh . . . ummm . . . Cece . . . was... umm..." 

"Isabel, you can't lie to me sweetheart. Now tell me what she was 
doing before I question Cece in front of her parents." Jacob had that 
'No non-sense' Dad look. His arm was slung over the seat and his 
right hand was gripping her head rest. As his upper body was facing 
her direction. 

This was not good! Isabel thought. She now had his full attention. 

>I can wing it, she thought. She took a deep breath. "Cece skipped 
last period. So that's how she heard Mr. Medina." She kept her eyes 
on the dash board in front of her and remained calm, hoping he didn't 
catch on there was more.<p> 

"Hmmm okay." Jacob turned his body around to face the steering wheel 
and press down a little on the gas to move forward. 

Isabel decided to busy herself by, cleaning up a little of her 
breakfast and then grabbing her bag off the floor board to her 
lap . 

They were approaching school grounds and they could see the school 
entrance up ahead. Instead of driving to the drop off point, Jacob 
turned toward the parking lot and parked. 

"Dad! What are you doing?" Isabel's voice hitched up a notched and 
panic filled her heart. 



Jacob threw the stick shift into park quickly and turned off his 
bronco. He face his daughter down, "I'm going to go ask Cece in front 
of her parents. You've decided to not tell me what's going on... so, I 
intend to make sure I have all the facts." 

Jacob pulled the handle on the door and the vehicle lights came on 
and then the dinging sound started. Which indicated that the keys 
were still in the ignition. 

"Okay! Fine!" Isabel threw her hands up in the air and gave out a 
huff . 

"She was making out with Cooper. They started going out two weeks 
ago. That's why she ditched last period. So they could get some time 
alone." She said it in a rush. There, Isabel felt better and worse at 
the same time. She just ratted out her best friend. 

Damn her father and his... withering stare! 

Jacob smirked where Isabel couldn't see him and closed his 
door . 

"Sooooooo . . . " He turned around to look at her again. He needed to see 
her face and body language to assess what to do next. "Cece is hiding 
this relationship from her parents and you covered for her in class. 
This happened when?" He leaned closer. 

Isabel's whole demeanor had changed and she was now sunk down in her 
seat. "Dad please...?" 

Jacob didn't move and tried not to blink. He found his intense stare 
worked better when he remained as still as possible. 

Isabel made eye contact with her Dad, bad move. She looked down at 
her hands, "Tuesday." 

"Tuesday? " 

"Yes . " 

"The day your Uncle picked you both up and dropped you both off at 
Cece ' s house?" 

"Yes . " 

"Her parents weren't home, like you said?" 

"No." She said in a low whisper. 

Jacob sat back against his seat with his arm still slung over the 
seat, deep in thought. 

He looked towards the school building. Something was still off. She 
was too upset. Then a light bulb went off in his head. "Doesn't 
Cooper have a buddy that likes you?" 

Oh God, kill me now. Isabel knew that "Dad stare" was back with a 
vengeance and he was watching her every move. She had to come clean. 
She hoped half the truth would work, like it had in the past. 



"Yes . " 


She answered in a small voice. 


"The idiot with a motorcycle that has a thing for you?" Jacob was 
furious! He was not ready for boys when it came to his daughter. She 
was 15, beautiful and deserved better than an idiot on a bike. 

"Yes, but Dad I don't like him. Not like, like him. I just was there 
to be kinda...like her wingman or wing woman? Anyway, I only stayed 
an hour before..." Oh crap! She said too much already. 

Jacob was beside himself, "Before...?" 

He took on a calm, authoritative tone, "Before... what?" 

Isabel's whole demeanor went from guilt to shame and he knew 
something much more was going on. 

He ducked his head, in an attempt to make eye contact with her as she 
hung her head. He moved closer to her to bring her in for a hug. He 
knew he couldn't be as pissed as he wanted. He needed her to trust to 
tell him everything or close to everything. 

He softened his voice and asked, "Bef ore ... what , sweetheart? Why or 
how did you leave after an hour and where did you go?" 

Jacob was know looking at how the weather was changing from clear to 
cloudy. It matched his mood. He kept in-tuned with Isabel's 
breathing . 

She took a deep breath to steady her nerves and blew out, "Cody came 
to pick me up and we went to Third Beach." 

Tears started to form in her eyes. She knew he would be upset. 

Jacob took time to calm down the rage in his temper. He didn't trust 
himself to speak. He looked away from her. He had to get his voice 
even and not let on how angry he was. He could already see she was 
crying . 

The hand he was using to rub up and down her arm, came to a stop. He 
remained still and choose his next words carefully. "Isabel, I'm not 
going to lecture you. You are not permitted to see him. We have 
discussed this." 

His voice was growing into that bass tone she usually mocked him 
for . 

Jacob had to take a few breaths to calm himself before he pulled away 
form her. He placed his hands on her shoulders to look into her eyes 
and asked, "Why?" 

She was full on crying now and her voice started cracking when she 
answered him, "Because I miss him Daddy, he was one of my best 
friends. I know he's older but I really care about him." 

She wrapped her arms around his middle and buried her head into his 
chest and cried harder. She cried for the friend she missed. She 
cried for the boyfriend she loved. She cried because she knew she 
disappointed her Father, too. That was not her intentions and now the 



guilt and shame made her cry even more. 


Jacob wrapped both arms around her and held her tighter. He rested 
his head on top of hers. His heart broke a little, "Baby Girl, I 
thought I was a best friend to you?" 

He could now feel her trembling from how hard she was crying. 

He had to be the father she needed, not the friend he wanted to be. 
"You lied to me sweet heart. There's a reason why you two were 
separated." He was angry, disappointed and hurt that she went behind 
his back and deliberately defied him. 

Jacob's mind was working overtime. He realized his hold was slipping 
on his daughter and he wasn't ready for this. He knew she would 
struggle without having a mother but he'd hope Rachel helped fill 
that void. 

He had no clue how to handle this. He truly did not want to loose his 
Baby Girl. However, he had these rules for a reason. This was to 
protect her, and to prevent her being devastated. 

Jacob held her till her cries died down, "Baby Girl, I love you, but 
you defied me and did exactly what I told you not to. There will be 
consequences to your actions. Do you understand me?" 

She shook her head yes against his chest. She hugged him tighter and 
sat up on her own a little. Her heart was torn in two. She didn't 
know for sure how or what to do either. She missed Cody so much! They 
even said, ' I love yous ' to each other before they had to 
separate . 

They had secretly dated for a year, before anyone found out. It was a 
big scandal, especially since her Dad was technically the Chief of 
their reservation. Plus, Cody will be a significant leader for the 
Makah ' s Reservation. 

Another reason her Dad wanted them apart was Cody's age. He just 
turned 18 years old when everyone found out about them. They started 
dating last year when Isabel was 14 years old. Their parents made 
them break up this past summer. 

Jacob kissed the top of her head and gave one final squeeze before 
releasing her to say, "Okay Baby Girl, I am going to walk you into 
school. I still have to fill out the emergency form for you." 

Isabel nodded her head in agreement, as she was wiping at her 
eyes . 

They exited the bronco. Walking side by side as they took each step 
towards the school. 

As he stood in the office and stated the reason he was there, the 
receptionist always seemed to trip over herself to talk to him. He 
really wasn't in the mood. He just wanted to time to clear his head 
and consider what exactly he should do with his daughter. 

The Receptionist, Lucy, found the release form he requested and slid 
it across the counter to Jacob. She begin talking to him about... 
something? He really wasn't paying attention. 



Jacob grabbed the pen from the cup that held all the pens. Glancing 
at the directions and questions, he was annoyed to have to complete 
the same form from last year. Couldn't the administration just keep 
the first one on file and if anything changes the parents can make 
the decision. Jacob rolled his eyes at his thought and started 
writing as quickly possible to get out of there. 

Lucy excused herself, apparently someone new walked in. 

Thank God, he thought. Now he could really concentrate. 

Crap! He didn't remember Rachel's new cell to write down as a second 

emergency contact. He reached for his cell in his pocket to fish it 

out. As he was scrolling through his contacts, he overheard some of 
the conversation that was going on a few feet away. 

"Hello ma'am, my son, Jonathan, is a new student here. I have all his 

forms . " 

That voice sounded very familiar Jacob thought. He didn't want to 
look up since he was almost done. 

The receptionist said something else. All that was left was for Jacob 
to sign the date and his signature. His hand was hurting because of 
how quickly it wrote through out the whole form. 

The last of the conversation registered in his brain, as he finished 
with his signature. "... Yes, and I'm his mother, Bella 
Swan . " 

Jacob's head popped up and he did a whiplash to the side... Did he 
hear that correctly? 

At the same time Bella, turned her head to make eye contact with 
Jacob . 

>She thought that was Jacob, but it had been so long. She wasn't 
sure . <p> 

Jacob was openly starring at Bella, looking her figure over, as well 
as her face and the outfit she wore. Nothing like he remembered, 
except for those eyes. 

Those Eyes ! 

Gone were the jeans and flannel. Gone was the nervous habit of 
flinching whenever he made eye contact. She wasn't even biting her 
lip. A another nervous habit she used to do. 

They both seemed caught up in each other. Jacob nor Bella saw or 
heard anyone around them. As if all noise and sights were erased from 
the present. So many years, and time has gone by. They both are 
adults now. In their thirties. 

Bella was seriously checking Jacob out. Her eyes slowly glazing over 
his white t-shirt and blue jeans. Still wears the thick black work 
boots. He not only filled out more, which she didn't think was 
possible but he seemed taller. Down right gorgeous! The years were 
good to him. 



Jonathan was leaning on the counter has Lucy pointed to a map 
explaining where each department is. 


Isabel walked back into the office, after putting her stuff in her 
locker. Still sniffing and trying to relaxing her demeanor. 

The office was usually crazy during this time. Especially, now that 
they had a new student, she could only imagine everyone doing their 
best to catch a glimpse of the new guy or girl. 

She spotted her Dad and some woman looking at each other. She was 
interrupted in thought when Lucy called her over to introduce her to 
the new student. She was now standing by Lucy on the other side of 
the counter, facing Jonathan. "Isabel, this is Jonathan Swan, he is a 
transfer and new student. Jonathan, this is Isabel Black, she will 
walk to all your classes, and show you around the school." 

Lucy motioned to both students. Jonathan and Isabel shook hands in 
greeting. "Nice to meet you, how are you liking Forks so far, 
Jonathan?" Isabel let go of his hand and looked down at his schedule 
of classes Lucy placed in front of her. 

Jonathan shrugged and said, "I just got here yesterday afternoon. 

I'll let you know Monday." 

Jacob glanced over at his daughter. She was shaking hands with 
some... guy? Another dude, oh hell! 

"Mr. Black, I can take that form if you're ready?" Jacob didn't 
realize he was still holding the form. Lucy attempted to pull the 
form out from Jacob's hand. His eyes moved from his daughter, back to 
Bella. Who was still starring at him. 

He faced Lucy, "Oh, Oh, yeah, umm. I'm done." He slid the form over 
to her and looked at his daughter and then back to Bella 
again . 

Isabel was now standing next to Jonathan, who was standing behind 
Bella, facing Jacob, and standing a few feet from him. 

Jacob circled around to stand behind his daughter. To face the 6' 2" 
Blondie. Shit! This kid was eye level with him. 

Bella's eyes followed Jacob's movement and turned her body to now 
face the other three. 

Isabel in her 5' 3" height looked up at her Dad behind her and said, 
"Oh this is my Dad, Jacob. Dad, this is Jonathan and his Mom, Bella." 
She looked back at Jonathan and Bella and gave a genuine 
smile . 

Bella was dressed in dark jeans, heels and a black slim fitted 
blazer. A much better outfit, Isabel thought. 

Bella reach her hand out to shake Isabel's, "I'm happy to see you 
again . " 

Jacob's hands were in his pockets. He did a double take between Bella 
and Isabel, "You two have met?" 



Isabel nodded and looked up at her dad, as she let go of Bella's 
hand, "Yeah Dad, she's your 11:30 today. Remember I told you last 
night, you had an estimate?" 

Damn! Jacob thought. 

"Uhhh, yeah I remember, I just never asked the name." Jacob felt like 
he was in an odd dream and wasn't sure when he'd wake up. 

Did that Jonathan just check out his daughter? 

Jonathan was looking Isabel over. Her frame, hair and smile. She 
seemed like a genuine person. 

Bella interrupted his thoughts, "Hey Jake, long time!" She gave him a 
nervous smile when he met her eyes. 

She motioned towards the kid next to her, "This is Jonathan." She 
gave Jonathan a protective look, only parents gave. 

Jonathan finally removed his eyes off of Isabel and looked directly 
at Jacobs glare. He was suddenly nervous. Isabel's father is 
intimidating . 

Jonathan began to stutter, "Uh, Hello sir. It's uh, urn nice to meet 
you." He stuck his hand out towards Jacob. 

Jacob gave him an intense stare. He was assessing Jonathan, he wasn't 
sure if he was another idiot or just dense. 

Jacob extended his hand to shake Jonathan's. He looked at Bella and 
asked, "How old is your son?" He released Jonathan's hand. Jonathan 
shook his hand out a little. Jake gave an extra firm squeeze. 

Bella went into "Mom mode" as she answered Jacob's question. She 
could sense a shift in the atmosphere and Jacob was now the assertive 
Father. She squared her shoulders and said, "Jonathan is 16 years 
old. " 

Jacob and Bella didn't realized they had taken a few steps away from 
the kids and a few towards each other. 

Jacob was calculating in his brain, concentrat ing on the colors on 
the wall behind Bella... "That's impossible!" He said low as he met 
her stare. 

Isabel was shocked at her Dad's tone. 

>Jonathan was still watching Isabel. When he saw the frown on her 
face he looked towards Bella and Jacob. He then turn his body to 
stand next to Isabel to face them, he was just as curious to watch 
their interact ion . <p> 

Bella never wavered her stance or stare into Jacob's eyes. She 
lowered her voice to almost a whisper, "He's my brother." 


End 
f ile . 



